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it. The sound seemed to be wafted straight
from the ideal country, unsullied, unbroken.
The first night he had listened to it in the
stillness of his room, the magical, wistful,
silver note had taken his breath away and
he had cried out for joy. He was a senti-
mentalist.

In return for this beatitude he had given
Friedlander a huge volume on " Clocks"
which he had seen in the editor's room at
Woman and Child. The moment he saw it he
thought " The very thing for Friedlander/'
And he had spent two days in composing an
unpaid article on " Clock Collecting " in return
for the book. In some ways, he afterwards
thought, he had been rash, for the little,
hollow-chested, hook-nosed man had ever
since been putting away his best bargains
for him. Bettington knew he would never
have such chances again. But Friedlander's
kindness was a drain, even though it had
brought him an astonishing set of French
Regency knives and forks with silver dolphins
for handles, two slender candlesticks in pale
yellow Battersea enamel and an ivory box
with the Temptation of Saint Anthony stained
upon it.

Sometimes Bettington wondered vaguely